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SONGS  OF  JOY 


Song  of  Sleep 

TV  yj  Y  heart  is  like  a  slumbering  sea 
■^' -*-      Beneath  the  summer  dawn, 
That  broods  in  heaven  silently, 
Half  flushing,  half  withdrawn, 

Curtaining  round  the  midnight  dome 
With  the  light  of  a  day  gone  by, 

And  the  tender  breath  of  a  Day  to  come, 
Slow  pulsing  in  the  sky. 

Gathering  footsteps,  soft  and  light, 

Approach  my  shadowy  bed. 
Offering  incense  all  the  night 

About  my  dreaming  head. 


No  dark  dissevers  night  from  day 
The  starry  watches  thro', 

And  heavenly  voices  answer,  yea ! 
And  none  do  answer,  no ! 

My  heart  is  like  a  slumbering  sea 
Beneath  the  summer  dawn, 

That  broods  in  heaven  silently, 
Half  flushing,  half  withdrawn  ! 


A   Vigil  of  Pentecost 

L 

Listen 


ISTEN! 

The  shores  of  other  CHmes 
With  golden  Songs  are  ringing ! 


The  breezes  of  the  Dawn 
Their  heaven-borne   Echoes  bring- 
ing! 


Bow  down ! 

O  bow  the  heart  and  knee 
To-night  in  worship  lowly  ! 

Bow  down ! 

And  hear  Earth's  children  sing 
The  Songs  of  Joy  most  holy  ! 

They  come ! 

In  waves  of  white- robed  wonder 
Over  hill  and  ocean — 


They  come ! 

And  all  the  Races  rise 
To  follow  in  their  motion  ! 

Hail  them ! 

The  Name  they  cry  is  One, 
And  one  the  heavenly  Story ! 

Hail  them ! 

And  join,  O  soul,  to-night 
To  theirs,  thy  Song  of  Glory ! 
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Dawn  of  Day 

IPE,  little  Bird,  and  greet  the  rising  Sun  ! 
The    Dew   is    melting  —  Daylight   has 
begun  ! 


Husht  Lily  sleeping !     Open  heart  and  eye! 
The  hour  of  thy  conception  watches  nigh. 

Rise,  mortal  Soul !  put  wrapping  weeds  away. 
Stand  before  Heaven  !     Joy  is  ours  to-day ! 
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Hail  to  the  Sons  of  God ! 

THE  Robin  among  the  birds, 
The  Salmon  under  the  sea, 
The  Rose  among  the  flowers. 
The  golden  Honey-Bee, 

The  glory  of  the  Herd, 
Of  all  the  stars — the  Sun, 
And,  of  the  human  race. 
The  Heavenly  One! 

Hail!     Hail!     Hail! 


Adoration 

O     ROYAL     Heart    of    God!     O     Love 
Supreme  ! 
That  couldst  not  rest  upon  Thy  holy  hill 
At  one  with  Joy,  and,  in  the  radiant  dream 
Of  endless  peace  Thy  blessed  thought  fulfil ! 
But,  with  those  wondrous,  all-beholding  eyes 
Seeing  Thy  human  children  on  their  way, 
Timid  and  errant,  pilgrims  for  the  skies — 
Thyself  didst  join  their  footsteps  far  astray. 
Climbing   with    them    the   common    road   and 

rough, 
Causing  the  lame  to  leap,  the  blind  to  see, 
Till,  gazing  on  Thee,  Lord !  became  enough 
For  each  to  rise  and  claim  his  majesty 
Of  thine,  O  Son  of  Man  !  that  now,  as  then, 
Walkest  unseen  among  the  sons  of  men  .  .  . ! 


The  Kingdom  Come 

OSING  no  more  the  songs  of  grief, 
Of  broken  love  and  smart, 
For  on  the  earth  a  Light  has  dawned 
That  hushes  every  heart. 

O  weep  no  more  the  cankered  bud, 

The  night  of  wandering  woes. 
For  breathing  on  the  wayside  bush, 

Behold,  the  perfect  Rose  ! 

Pale  hearts  have  found  the  hidden  tongue, 

And  palms  in  silence  meet. 
And  bells  unbidden  ring  for  joy 

In  every  village  street. 

For  dawn,  that  lingered  long,  is  Day ! 

Open  the  pathway  lies, 
That  straight  goes  up  through  guardian  wings 

To  the  Tree  of  Paradise  ! 
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By  Right  Divine 

AND  thou  wouldst  be  a  King  !  .  .  . 
Art  thou  not  free  ? 
The  stars,  the  sunshine,  and  the  open  way- 
Are  all  for  thee, 
And  this  fair  Earth  for  thy  inheriting. 
By  such  a  gift  as  none  can  take  away, 
The  Labour-joy,  that  many  miss 
For  all  their  vaunted  treasuries — 
Not  having  learnt  its  Secret — to  obey ! 

The  crown  thou  weavest  thee, 

From  hour  to  hour. 
Shall  bind  thy  brow  with  happier  sovereignty. 

And  holier  power, 
Than  crowns  of  kings  and  earls  ! 
Whate'er  thy  rank,  its  knights  and  churls — 


The  men  of  fiery  will  and  need — 
Shall  throng  around  thee,  listening, 
With  hungry  bright  eyes  glistening  : 
And  eager  hands,  upholding  thine, 
Shall  claim  "  Behold  a  King  indeed 
By  right  divine  !  " 


lO 


Eubha's  Song,  dreaming  of  Vere 

WILL  thy  true  heart  be  brave  enough,  my 
Love ! 
To   own    the    debt    my    dearest    dreams  have 

claimed  ? 
Kingly  enough  to  honour  unashamed 
Knowledge  of  deeps  below,  and  heights  above  ? 
Shall  we  become  a  summoning  Voice  in  each 
To  tell  the  wondering  world,  as  lovers  may. 
The  heavenly  mysteries  none  else  can  say  ? 
Bending  in  holy  joy  to  salve  and  reach — 
Lift  and  support — fashioning  ruddy  health 
Out  of  the  open  sky  and  earth  beneath, 
By  god-like  labour  ?  hailing  in  high  Death 
The  hour  of  harvest,  and  the  body's  tilth  ? 
O  Love !  whoe'er  thou  art,  where'er  thou  be. 
My  soul  is  one  with  thine,  and  thine  with  me ! 


II 


On  a  Young  Lad  drowned  in  saving 
a  Comrade 

AND  dare  they  say  that  chivalry  is  dead, 
The  broidered  splendour  of  the  minstrel 
days, 
When  youth  and  loveliness  were  freely  sped 
Upon  the  purest  quests  in  mortal  praise  ? 
Can  faith  be  chill,  when  heart  receiveth  heart, 
Dear  as  humanity — in  all  disguise — 
And  sorrows  on  a  tearless  visage  start 
The  tears  of  sorrow  in  regarding  eyes  ? 
While  woman's  love  gives  on,  tho'  unreceiving, 
And  scorns  to  plead  a  truce  upon  the  strife  ; 
And  youthful  souls,  as  thine,  in  one  fierce  hour 
The  height  of  all  their  unborn  years  achieving. 
Rise  to  the  rapture  of  the  perfect  power. 
That  makes  the  stature  of  the  human  life  ! 


12 


The  Weaver's  Holiday 

THIS  is  my  holy  day  :  and,  foul  or  fine, 
Here  is  the  shrine  where  I  am  pleased 
to  be. 
High-perched  above  a  valley's  deep  decline 
O'er  woodlands  sloping  to  a  silver  sea ! 
Here,  amid  mountain  fern  and  mossy  bed 
That  spins  from  crag  to  crag  its  living  lace, 
Where    lady's    bed-straw    knots   her    delicate 

thread. 
And  scarlet  lichens  gem  my  pillow-case, 
I  lie  and  dream,  my  one-week  summer  through, 
Loosing  the  nimble  shuttle  forth  to  roam 
And  weave  the  Vision,  old,  yet  ever  new, 
That   more    to   the   dreamer   is   than   food  or 

home, 
Where  toil  no  lonfjer  looks  a  tans;"led  clue. 
But  the  mighty  texture  of  a  Day  to  come ! 
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At  the  Glacier's  Edge 

I 

SEEK  not,  or  for  thyself,  or  for  thine  own 
And  best-beloved,  how  frail  soe'er    they 
be, 
A  pasture-life  of  still  tranquillity, 
The  valley-shade,  and  murmurs  monotone ! 
But — most  desiring  Life  for  thee  and  thine, 
The  tidal  breath  of  Being,  full  and  deep, 
Remember  how  upon  the  riven  steep 
The  wild-flower  takes  a  colour  more  divine  ; 
Even  as  these,  that  in  this  cranny  lie 
Under  the  naked  bosom  of  the  sky, 
Smiling  the  heavens  out  of  countenance  ! 
And,  finding  root  and  moisture  as  by  chance, 
Nestle    with    faery    feet    where    nought    will 

grow,— 
The  azure  Children  of  the  melting  snow  ! 


II 

And  down  the  precipice — where'er  I  gaze 
Upon  the  furrowed  rock — pitiless,  l^are, 
Exposed  to  winter  winds,  and  summer  glare, 
Such  tender  forms  unfold  their  delicate  rays 
As  I  have  rarely  seen  on  sheltered  ways, 
Crusting  the  hoary  stone  with  livery 
Of  brown  and  gold  and  velvet  tracery  ; 
And  ferns,  that  lean  from  many  a  secret  place, 
Uncurling  slender  tongues  to  taste  the  air 
From  inner  grottoes,  marvellously  fair, 
That  whisper  coolness  to  the  startled  eye, 
Where  not  a  leaf  is  dead,  or  hangs  awry  ; 
In  exquisite  Expression  of  the  Earth 
And  Silence  of  the  hills  that  gave  them  birth  ! 
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The  Great  Response 

LET  me  come  nearer  Thee, 
O  Perfect  Soul ! 
Down-looking  on  me,  wheresoe'er  I  tread, 
With  earnest  gaze  from  cliff,  and  sky  o'erhead, 
From  clustered  leaves  and  buds  and  bowers 
of  green — 

Let  me  come  nearer  Thee ! 

Seeking-  thine  intercourse 
I  wander  wide 
O'er  hills  and  valleys,  under  moon  and  stars, 
Rapt  in  a  secret  tumult  of  delight 
At  every  passing  cloud,  and  changing  light 

On  stream  and  mountain  side. 

I  kiss  thy  cheek,  fair  rose ! 
Its  pearly  hue 
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Reflects  the  darker  passion  blood  of  mine  : 
Thy  tender  breath,  responding  to  the  Hps, 
Is  sweeter  to  the  soul  than  new-mixt  wine  ! 

Young  veined  leaf  uncurled, 

And  tendril  green, 

Clinging  about  my  finger  slenderly. 

Thou  seest  not :  what  wouldst  thou  have  of  me  ? 

What  happy  sense  hast  thou,  to  know  the  touch 

Of  the  unseen  ? 

Blue  dome  of  heaven  that  guards 

The  living  world 
Like  a  green  gem  within  a  casket  rare, 
Fretted  with  brooks,  and  set  in  silver  seas. 
What  Breast  contains  ye  both,  the  moving  Earth 

And  the  free  Air  ? 

And  lo  !  within  my  soul 
Some  happy  Thing 
Betrayed  the  secret  sigh  of  heart's  content  : 
And,  from  the  hollows  of  the  breathless  hills 
There  came  a  quiet  Voice  :  Look  round  on  Me, 
The  Presence,  the  Desire  that  moves  and  fills, 
The  whole — the  part ! 
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I  rise  upon  the  winds  : 
I  draw  the  stars 
Thro'   realms  of  night,    on  paths  of  trackless 

dawn  ! 
Mine  Eye  contains  the  light  of  Day  :  mine  Arm 
Unfurls  the  cloud,  and  flings  the  grateful  shade 
On  hill  and  lawn  ! 


In  glimmering  regions,  yet  unfound, 
I  penetrate 
The    Abyss    of    Being,    and    the    Springs    of 

Thought : 
I  order  things  that  be  :  and  blamelessly 
Divide    the    heavens    and    earth,    reproved    of 
nought, 

Of  Joy  and  Power,  insatiate! 

I  linger  in  the  twilight  land  of  grief : 
With  health  divine 
Breathing  on  frozen  hearts  that  know  me  not ; 
They  lift  their  marred  and  chilly  lips  to  me, 
Swooning  into  my  bosom  dreamlessly, 

For  Grief  and  Death  are  mine  ! 
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I  gather  up  the  fleeting  Souls  that  seem 
All  day  to  die  : 
Their  beauty,  melting,  passeth  not  away ! 
Woven  into  the  golden  mist  of  Life 
They  'merge  again  upon  the  teeming  Strife 
That  worketh  endlessly ! 

And  Man,  the  fairest  of  my  children !     Thou 
That  battiest  darkly  with  thy  Destiny, 
Whom  I  have  made  for  god-like  liberty, 
And  fain  had  lifted  up  to  be  with  Me — 
My  son  and  fellow-worker !  know 

I  only  Am  :  unhasting,  uncontrolled. 

My  Perfect  Will 
Fulfils  its  perfect  Self,  around,  above ! 
My  Hidden  Name  is  Joy!     O  mortal,  yield 
Unto  the  Breath  that  would  thy  being  fill, 

The  Breath  of  Love ! 
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The  Song  Celestial 

"  I  "HERE    is  a    Song,   could    I    but   give  it 
-■-       breath, 

That  flows  all  day  into  my  mouth  and  eyes, 
That  maketh  music  in  the  house  of  death, 

And  toucheth  sorrow,  careless  of  disguise, 
To  break  aloud  in  streaming  melody, 

Up-leaping  like  a  fountain,  blinding  pure. 
To  still  the  spirit  in  its  agony, 

And  keep  its  moaning  low,  with  sense  secure. 

There  is  a  kingdom  born  in  every  lot, 
An  equal  joy  to  measure  every  care. 

Could  tongue  but  tell  it  out :  but  tongue  can  not, 
And  uttered  words  are  emptier  than  air  : 
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For  neither  sign,  nor  sound,  nor  form  of  speech 
To  man's  untutored  spirit  can  convey 

What  all  must  learn  at  last,  and  none  may  teach, 
Tho'  moons  grow  dim,  and  systems  pass 
away. 

And  so  I  fall  a-sino^ing;  all  alone  ; 

And  singing  cease  ;  and  ceasing,  catch  again. 
In  sky-born  echoes,  dropping  one  by  one. 

The  Song  Celestial  without  a  pain, 
Like  gleams  at  sunrise  of  a  passing  shower 

That  saves  itself  against  another  day  ! 
Oh,  when  we  need  Thee,  in  the  darker  hour, 

Sweet  Voice  of  singing,  be  not  far  away  ! 
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The  Next  Step 

(A  Meditation) 

DO  you  dread  it  so  much — to  die?      The 
simple  old  deed  of  Death, 
Done  each  hour  and  day  all  over  the  teeming 

Earth ! 
The  crew  that  drops  in  the  ocean,  the  man  at 

the  wharf  and  wheel, 
The  slave  in  his  den,  the  beggar,  the  girl  laid 

white  and  still. 
The  child  with  its  patient  brow,  and  the  mother, 

in  peace  at  last — 
All  have  heard  the  summons !    and   shall  not 

you  and  I, 
When  the  Door  stands  wide  for  us,  be  ready 

and  glad  to  go — 
One   more    step    into    Knowledge — one  more 

move  to  the  Goal  ? 
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To-day  'tis  nearer  than  'twas  at  the  Dawn  of 

yesterday ! 
O    Veiled    Messenger!     O    Voice    from    the 

Unknown  ! 
Call !    for  my  heart    is    ready — to-morrow,  to- 
night, or  now ! 
Welcome    the    growing   light,    the    pain,    the 

passing  breath, 
The  loosening  slip  of  bonds  that  lets  the  Spirit 

free, 
The  yielding  touch  of  hands  that  have  known 

long  fellowship ! 
For  the    Spirit   husht,    expectant,    waiteth    its 

liberty  ! 


Why  should  I   fear  to  die  that  was  not  afraid 

to  be  born  ? 
Why  be  loth    to  come    in   another   place  and 

sphere, 
Simple  although  it   be,   that  have  found  this 

earth  so  fair, 
Full  in  the  promise  of  life — great  in  the  school 

of  love  ? 
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As  a  blade  of  grass  I  were  happy,  who  know 

of  its  joy  as  a  man  ! 
For  all  Things  travel  surely,  each  in  its  lot  divine ; 
And  all  Things  move  to  take  the  place  they  can 

fill,  and  I — 
That  know  of  no  other  glory,  I  shall  awake  in 

mine! 
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Regret 

OWAN  Regret !     O  timid  Shade  ! 
Thou  pale  and  visionary  Maid, 
Lone  Dweller  of  the  earth  ! 
Foredoomed  to  haunt  the  steps  of  Man, 
And,  ever  since  his  Race  began 
To  cheat  him  of  his  birth  ! 

Upon  the  top  of  midday  hills 
Thou  sittest  by  the  running  rills 

Descending  to  the  plain, 
And  murmurest  of  what  has  been, 
The  cloudy  snow-heights  he  has  seen, 

And  may  not  see  again. 

Thy  palm  is  ever  at  his  ear. 
To  catch  the  echoes,  faint  and  clear, 
From  islands  far  away ! 
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Thou  fill'st  his  hands  with  empty  shells, 

And  bleeding  flowers,  and  broken  bells, 

The  treasures  of  Decay  ! 

Thy  garments,  soilless  once,  and  white. 
Are  damp  with  dews  of  yester-night ; 

And  in  thy  tangled  hair, 
Wet  river-buds,  too  early  pulled. 
From  sleeping  waters  rashly  culled. 

Lie  parching  to  the  air. 

"  Lest  we  may  never  pass  this  way 
Again,"  thou  saidst ;  "and  all  our  day 

Of  this  one  joy  be  poor  !  " 
But  still  the  scent  of  trampled  furze, 
And  webs  of  ruined  ofossamers 

He  brusheth  liMit  before.  .  .  . 


Vain  Comforter  !     Thou  canst  not  see 
That  every  breath  of  bird  and  tree. 

Those  dim  bewailed  skies — 
The  very  showers  that  he  met. 
The  stars  that  paled,  the  suns  that  set, 

Have  passed  into  his  eyes  ! 
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Youth 

YOUTH  is  Power  !     Youth  is  Joy  ! 
Heap  the  years  that  I  may  Uve ! 
Welcome  Age  and  darkening  eye  ! 
Death  itself  great  welcome  give  ! 

Youth  the  End,  and  Youth  the  Source, 
Youth  the  Path,  and  Youth  the  Course  ; 
And  Youth  the  Song,  that,  all  the  way, 
Sings  to  himself  by  night  and  day  ! 
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In  the  Sight  of  Men  and  Angels 


PRE  ST     cheek     to    cheek,    the     clustered 
heather-bell 
Leans  to  its  sister  bloom,  nor  feels  her  blush  ; 
The  sighing  wind  makes  music  in  the  rush 
He  wots  not  of:  and,  in  her  grassy  dell 
The  drowsy  violet  dreameth  not  the  spell 
Passionate  poets  thieve  in  every  age 
To  sweeten  sweetness !     Even  the  daisy  sage 
Thinketh  herself  alone  upon  the  hill, 
Furling  her  lashes  at  the  fall  of  dew ! 
Unto  itself  the  bluebell  is  not  blue 
Nor  dear  forget-me-not,  with  tender  eye 
Faithfully  imaging  the  summer  sky ! 
And  strange  it  is  to  think — not  one  of  these 
Its  dearest  beauty  knows,  or  cherishes  ! 
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II 

But  once,  above  a  wild  Rose  lingering, 
Rapt  for  an  hour  upon  her  fragrance  rare 
Breathing  under  the  sky,  supremely  fair ! 
There  grew  upon  my  soul  a  wonder-thing — 
The  sound  of  Voices  speaking  silently 
As  with  the  Dead !  and  I  was  straight  aware 
Of  Faces  bending  o'er  me  in  the  air 
Nor  human  hand  could  touch,  nor  eye  could  see, 
Rank  upon  rank,  in  viewless  dignity, 
Taking  their  holy  joy  in  man  and  flower  ! 
Myself  seemed  other  than  I  thought  to  be, 
Caught  in  the  soaring  symphony  of  Power 
That  dreamless  mortals  innocently  spread 
Through    echoing  worlds    to  Being's    fountain 
head ! 
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My  Daily  Grace 

GOD'S  messengers,  divinely  fair, 
Stand  everywhere ! 
Yet  tired  souls,  in  many  a  spot, 
Pine  after  them,  and  see  them  not — 
Their  eyes  withholden  are. 

A  streak  of  captive  light  that  sleeps 

In  an  ancient  hall, 
And  faintly  smiles,  and  wanes,  and  creeps 
From  the  rustling  poplar  bough  that  weeps 

Over  the  ivied  wall — 

A  far-off  sinoer  down  the  street — 

Children  at  play — 
The  first  wan  primrose,  brave  and  sweet. 
In  the  frozen  hedgerow  at  our  feet 

On  a  winter's  day — 
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The  song  of  a  lark,  o'erflowing  heaven 

In  a  rain  of  light — 
The  village  curfew  tolling  seven, 
And,  sweet  as  sense  of  sin  foroivcn, 


The  fallinor  nieht — 


A  word  that  seems  to  haunt  and  rino- 
Through  bygone  years  ; 

And,  playing  on  some  hidden  string. 

Sets  musically  murmuring 
The  nameless  tears — 

A  book  in  which  a  human  soul. 

Careless  perchance, 
Opens  the  long  emblazoned  scroll 
Of  all  his  life,  asking  no  toll 

For  that  dear  orlance  ! 

The  innocent  laugh  of  boy  or  maid 

In  a  market  place. 
And  all  fair  things  that  have  obeyed 
Their  sending  forth,  for  these  be  said 

My  daily  grace ! 
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Spirit  of  Song 

SPIRIT  of  Song  !  with  the  laughing  lips 
And  radiant  eyes  ; 
And  the  lifted  head  like  a  cloudy  peak 
In  morning  skies, 

With  the  naked  knees,  and  parted  hands. 

And  elastic  tread, 
And  sunlight  playing  about  thy  robes 

And  about  thy  head, — 

Come  as  of  old,  to  lawn  and  plain 

At  the  poet's  call. 
Lover  and  Muse  of  mountain  heights, 

Revealer  of  all ! 

Visit,  O  visit  these  later  days. 

Though  the  ruined  shrine 

Keep  empty  pageant,  and  echoless  lie 
The  vault  divine  ! 
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Though  the  mind  of  man  has  pierced  thy  home, 

And  scaled  thine  air, 
Measured  thy  lordliest  step,  and  stripped 

Thy  thunders  bare, 

Unpeopled  the  vast  and  cloudy  realm 

Of  its  faery  dream. 
Banished  the  sound  of  the  viewless  cry 

And  the  living  gleam  ! 

Can  the  Voice  that  moves  on  the  wind  to-day 

Be  the  Voice  we  know, 
That  roused  the  hearts  of  our  ancient  sires 

Long  years  ago  ? 

Daring  with  large  and  equal  tones, 

And  as  proud  as  then, 
The  world  to  behold  itself  in  thee, 

Thou  mirror  of  men  ? 

Can  the  self-same  Tongue  with  another  speech 

Be  known  for  the  same. 
Calling  the  Bee,  and  the  Star  by  a  new 

And  wondrous  name  ? 
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spirit  of  Joy !  with  the  open  hands, 

And  ageless  tread, 
With  the  glory  of  dawn  and  belted  skies 

About  thy  head, 

Summon  our  wistful  souls  to  hear 

In  the  ancient  Home, 
Soaring  echoes,  eddying  waves 

From  its  farthest  dome — 

Where  the  Song  of  Songs  outpours  Itself 

In  the  overflow 
Of  all  that  love,  and  all  that  suffer, 

And  all  that  know ! 
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Glastonbury 

GREY  'mong  the  meadows,  solitary,  bare, 
Thy  walls  dismantled  and  thy  rafters  low, 
Naked  to  every  wind  and  chilly  air 
That     steeps    the    neighbouring     marsh,    yet 

standest  thou, 
Great  cloistral  monument  of  other  days, 
Though   marked    by  all    the  storms  that  beat 

thee  through, 
A  radiant  Parable  of  heavenly  ways 
That  scarce  thy  lordly  builders  guesst  or  knew  ! 
Vanishing  Image  of  great  service  done, 
Smiling  to  God  under  the  open  sky, 
Even  in  thy  translation,  stone  by  stone. 
Keeping  thy  spirit  grace,  and  symmetry. 
Through  ruined  clerestory  and  broken  rood 
Our  chastened  souls  with  tears  ascend  to  God  ! 


35 


o 


O  Love! 


LOVE!   Love!   Love!  where  dost  thou 
enter  in  ? 
Is  it  through    g-ates  of  woe?       Is    it   throuq-h 

doors  of  sin, 
That  thou  thy  heavenly  throne  of  Power  and 
Peace  dost  win  ? 


Give  me  the  night  of  tears,  give  me  the  sword 

of  pain. 
Give  me  the  broken  staff,  give  me  the  bloody 

stain — 
That    I    may  reach   Thy  Feet, — Thy  kiss,   O 

Joy,  may  gain ! 
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The  Lord  from  Heaven 

"/^GENTLE    Master,    wherefore   tarriest 

vy         Thou  ? 
Yearn  not  those  blessed  feet,  that  kingly  brow, 
To  move  upon  our  woeful  earth  again 
With  matchless  grace  and  wonder,  making  men 
To  see  the  Thing  they  blindly  tremble  for, 
Sighing     and    weary  —  see,    and     doubt     no 
more  ?  " 

"  Nay,  child  !  "  the  Ever  Glorious  did  say, 

Smiling  my  trouble  and  my  grief  away, — 

"  'Twas  not  for  this — that  man  should  worship 

Me— 
I  took  the  raiment  of  humanity  : 
But  that  My  Joy  should  wake  his  sealed  eyes 
To  know  himself — the  Son  of  Paradise  !  " 
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Before  the  Dawn 

THOU,  for  whom   words  have  exhausted 
their  sweetness — 
Thou,  the  All-End  of  all  human  desire — 
Thou,  in  whose  Presence  the  ages  are  hour- 
less, 

Gather  me  nigher ! 

Husht   in   the    chambers   where    Reason   lies 

sleeping, 
Ere  the  Day  claim  us,  to  which  we  are  told, — 
Wrapped  in  the  veil  of  Thy  slumbering  Beauty, 
Fold  me,  oh  fold  ! 

Fill  me  afresh  with  the  wonder  of  wakening — 
Draw  me  again  with  Thy  splendour  and  might — 
Open  my  lids  but  a  moment,  and  grant  me 
Sight  of  Thy  sight ! 
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Out    of    the    furthest    high    Throne    of    Thy 

DwelHng, 
A  motionless  Flame  on  the  Bosom  of  Thoiiorht. 
Deign  to  uncover  Thyself,  O  Eternal 
Seeker  and  Sought ! 

Pure  in  the  Body  that  offers  Thee  homage, 
Blest  in  the  Thought  that  embraces  Thee  far, 
Next  to  Thy  secret  and  innermost  Breathing 
Thy  worshippers  are ! 

Forth  to  the  Day  that  I  know  not  awaiting, 
Out  to  the  highway  Thy  glory  hath  trod, 
Glad  as  a  child,  and  as  passionless,  fearless, 
Lead  me,  O  God  ! 
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Hail  to  the  Cross  of  Joy ! 

The  former  things   are  passed  away.  .  .  .  Reinember  no 
more  the  anguish  for  Joy.  .  .  . 

READ  me  thy  rune  aright,   Christ  of  the 
bleedino"  Cross ! 
Through    naked  writhing  Hmb,   through  sharp 

disdain  and  loss, 
Through  heavy  waves  of  doubt  and  pangs  that 
darkly  toss, 


Lift  up  the  head,  behold  ! — unclose  the  eyes, 

and  see 
The  Radiance  that  pours  from  wounded  hand 

and  knee. 
The  Glory  Thou  hast  called  from  Earth  and 

Air  and  Sea ! 
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In  every  holy  spot — in  every  Silent  Place — 
I  greet  Thee,  Lord  of  Life !   I  hail  Thee,  King 

of  Grace ! 
Summon  Thyself  in  me,  and  through  my  face 

— Thy  Face  ! 


Here  began  the  Robin  to  sing  in  the  Dawn  ; 
a7id  it  was  the  Vigil  of  Saint  Michael. 
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Midday  Silence 

BEFORE  Thee,  Lord,  I  bend  die  knee- 
What  can  my  heart  withhold  ? 
The  very  casual  thought  of  Thee 
Doth  bring  me  running  eagerly, 
Swifter  than  fleetest  mountain  deer, 
Or  flash  of  morning  gold  ! 

My  soul  is  here, 
Where  she  would  wish  to  be ; 
Thy  joy  and  fear 
O'ershadow  me  ! 


I  need  no  refuge  from  the  heat 

Amid  the  toil  of  life, 
No  wayside  Temple  for  my  feet. 

Where  storm  and  dust  are  rife 


42 


For  every  thought  becomes  a  place 
Where  I  may  meet  Thee,  face  to  face  ; 
And  in  the  jostling  of  the  street 
I  pause  to  hear  Thy  laughter  sweet 
Resolving  every  strife ! 

By  night  I  long  not  for  the  clay, 
By  day  for  night ;  for  every  way, 

With  many,  or  alone, 
I  pass  into  a  secret  place. 
Out  of  the  hurry  and  the  race, — 
Behind  the  whirl  of  sound  and  sight, 
With  Being's  innermost  delight 
Again  at  one  ! 

At  daybreak  on  the  purple  hill, 

At  eve  upon  the  shore, 
In  woeful  walks  with  human  ill 
That  cry  for  pity  sore. 
By  mead  or  mart, 
In  sweet  or  smart, 
Thou  art  Companion  of  my  l:eart, 
And  incorruptible  ! 
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A  Trysting-Place 

Rhythm  is  the  soul  of  Creation  and  Joy' s  first  utterance 

SINCE  Thy  serene  celestial  Law 
Revealed  itself  in  me, 
To  worm  and  star  I  bend  in  awe 
As  messengers  of  Thee  ! 

Of  Thee  the  speech,  my  Lord  and  King 

In  lane  and  city  mart : 
I  find  no  place  for  anything 

That  rhymes  not  with  Thy  heart. 

The  pulsing  vein  of  leaf  and  bird, 

Man's  glory  and  man's  woe 
Utter  alike  the  mystic  word 

Thy  children  only  know. 
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Thy  words,  O  Joy  !  alone  are  wise  ! 

Thy  works  alone  are  fair  ! 
We  meet  Thee  in  the  moving  skies  ; 
But  most  in  quiet  human  eyes — 

Thou  hast  Thy  trysting  there  ! 
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On  Hearing  Christmas  Carols 

HEAREST  thou  the  children  singing, 
Hearst  thou  not,  my  Lord  and  King  ? 
Lighted  altars  wait  to  meet  Thee, 
Homes  are  garlanded  to  greet  Thee  !  .  .  . 
Wherefore  art  Thou  tarrying  ? 

In  the  hush  when  hearts  are  beating. 

In  the  silence  of  a  tear. 
Where  the  hands  of  brothers  meeting 

Banish  sorrow,  banish  fear — 
Over  river,  plain  and  city, 
Under  roofs  of  love  and  pity — 

Comes  the  answer : 

I   AM  HERE ! 
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The  Only  Joy 

THEY  injure  Love  who  go  in  tears, 
And  pledge  him  but  in  grief; 
Believe  me,  love,  the  might  of  Love 
Surpasseth  our  belief! 


I  sing  of  Joy,  and  only  Joy, 

This  blessed,  blessed  day  ! 
For  in  the  night  a  Spirit  came 

And  wiped  my  tears  away. 

He  stooped  and  touched  me  as  I  wept, 
And  healed  me  with  his  eyes ; 

He  bade  me  look,  and  read  in  them 
The  heavenly  mysteries. 
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Serene  he  spake  :  O  wilful  man  ! 

0  child  of  slavish  mood  ! 
In  toiling  to  possess,  you  still 

Forego  your  only  good  ! 

You  think  to  draw  Me  into  Space 
From  boundless  realms  above  : 
I  do  not  come — I  do  not  go — 

1  dwell  with  those  that  love ! 

Upon  My  worshippers  I  lay 
The  fadeless  crown  of  Joy, 

And  on  the  lips  a  perfect  smile 
No  shadow  can  annoy  ! 

Beautiful  only  is  the  soul 
That  is  possessed  of  Me  ; 

That  asketh  nothing  for  itself 
And  is  content  to  Be  ! 
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Emmaus 

"  npHE  sun  is  setting!  Master,  at  thy  side 
J-        Our  weary  feet  have  travelled  all  the 
day  ! 
Turn  thee  a  little  while  with  us  aside, 
Before  thou  take  thee  further  on  thy  way. 

Thou  hast  the  words  of  freedom,  joy  and  rest. 
How    can   we   part  with    thee,    now  thou  art 

come  ? 
O  be  to-night  with  us  our  heavenly  Guest  ; 
Wander     no    further !    Make     our     roof    thy 

Home  ! " 

Then  did  He  stay  ;  nor  ever  from  their  board 
Was  absent  in  the  hushed  disciples'  sight. 
Come  thou  at  this  late  hour,  beloved  Lord, 
Guest  and  companion  of  my  heart,  to-night ! 
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